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fTo the whole and Entire number ofthe | 


 Noblc and Antient name of Morayes 3 lob þ 
Taylor dedicates thelc {ad Funcrall : 

| ſonnets, 

| 
Somnet, I. | 


WW Hen King Corbredus wore the Scottiſh Crowng 
The Romainer did the Brittaine land affuict : 
But Corbredioynd confederare with the Pic, 
By whom Queene #o4daes focs were ouerthrowne,.} | 
he Morazes then, to haue their valour knowne, ; 
Did firſt the Romaine forces contradidt : 
And made them render rar lives ſoftrit, _ 
That horſe and foote, and all were beaten downe, 
Loe thus beganthe Aforayes honour'd Race; 
Of memorable Antient worthy fame : 
And fince the five aud fiftith yeare of Grace, | 
1 Scotiand hath ſuruiu'dthat noble hame. | 
To whome aliue, and eo my dead friends hearfe, 
In duty tieere 1 conſeerate this verſe. | 
'F 


He that is ener obligett F 
fo your noble name : þ 
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Sonnet. 2. | 
Kr | h F HE” "5 | 
Y | V Ecpe euerlaſtingly you Nimphs diuines 


bm _ 


£ 
| 


s our very .Dwintiſence is waſte and ſpent: F 
"| Fa grote tad weepe, with wofull languiſhments, Þ 


I dead isthe life char made your Glories ſhine, 


| 
© The heau'nly numbers of your Sacred nine | 
tun'd as an Actheriall Inſtrument, | 
So ſweet, azif che Gods did all conſcng | | 


| 
| him their Conſort wholy to combine, 


| cepe Meuſer, eucrlaſtingly lament, 

| Ecclipſed is your Sice eApollecs ſkrines , 
| fr Death, the life hath from your Championrent, | 
dthereforc figh, grone, weepe, lament and pines 


id letthe Lawrellrot, conſume and wither, | _-- 


—_. 


 Aduſer,and beTombd with him togither. F—- - f 
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Sonnets. Jy - ** - 
I Frome firong Iaylesthy WF": 4 
The one compaR of fleh, and bloodandboney”. 


The other ynrelennng ſenceles ſtone, , 


By Godtoone, by manto one commited. 


F 
Jcuer did expeR a happietime $4 
| 


When thou ſhouldſi ſhakethy hondeye fromthy : 

I everhop'dthat thy ynwilling crime , 

Would be forgot, and thou ſecurde from muy | 4 
For this 1 wiſhd,and prayd bockday: andnights” | 
I onely eymdeto haue thy body frees &-- 2B 

Bur Heau' {beyend my-Reaſon) di creed, 
Foule, body, both at onceto free theequice, * 

Thou inthy life TE 6 

Pr Drath San deels tage hach freed thee do 
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Sonnet. 4. 
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Ocruption, Incorruption-hath put on, 1; 
} 


< 
; 


Immortall, weake mortality is wade: . 


Earths woe, hath gain d A happy heauenly throne, 


' 
I 
By ccath, life dyes, by life deaths force doth fade, 1 
hough death: kill life, yer life dorh conquerdeathy ] | 

| IF 
Deach bur purrs off our Raggs of ſhame and inne 3 |? 
When for a moment's an eternallbreath, | 
Life ( gaſh ng through the dore of death)doth win, 
This thou well knew'fl (my much beloucdfriend) 


And therefore thou didſt dare death to his worſt, 


Burt he (much buſied) could notthee attend; 
Oc durſi not, till rhy cares thy hearthad burſts. © 


And then the (lauc came ſtealing like a thecfe, 
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R his will,did giuethy woes relecte, _ {: F | 
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; iP Hou Fortunes foot=ball, whom ſhe vid to coffe, 
© from wrong to wrong, froit) woe to woe againe: 
From griefe rebounding backeto pinching paine, 
As tpleafd the blind-fold Dame to blefſe or croſſe, \ 
But hou, ynmou'd with either gaine or loſle, 
Nor ioy,or care,could yexe thy conſtane braine: 
Thou ſmild'R at all "St buffets with diſdaine, | 
And all her fauours thou cſtecm'dfi asdrofle : 
Her and her Favorites thou till didfi deeme 
Juſtas they are, nor as they ſeeme to be: 
Her Minions all as foolesthou didfi eftecme, 
| And that's the cauſe ſhe woutdnor fauour thee: \ 
Then fince ſuch reckning the of fooles doth make Y 
Would thou tndft beae one, for her fawouns ſake, 
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Ts written in the cucrliuing word, 


he Rule and Square that men ſhould live thereby) 
MiRions are the tuch-Rones of the Lord, 

y which he onely doth his ſeruants tric, 

ben Noble Moray, thou hadſtmany a tuch, 

nd fill chy patience good and currant prou'd, 


by manly cariage in thy pricfes were ſuch, 


hich made thee(more then much)admird andlou'd, | 


at yeare, what month, weeke, day or fading houre,! 


nerein {ome m:{chiefe did thee not befall ?. 
et had Aﬀfiiton ouer thee no power 
o conquer thee, but thou didft conquer all, 


nnunibred times thou waſt bath tucht and tride, 


An in thy makers feare and fauour dide, 


o 


VWW Er pe heart, veepe eycs, weepe my ynable p ” 


% 


{n teares of blood of water,and of Inke : 


Wirh bread of ſorrow, and affi: ions drinke 


Tlive, for I haue loſt a man of men, 
Yetheart,eyes,pen,dry vp your reares agen, 

He is not loſt, he's rather newly found : 

Enfranchiſde from a dolefull theeviſh den, 

And with arich Immortall Crowne is crownd, 

Then heart,eyes,pcn, no more with teares be wad 
Weepe not for him that doth tcioyce tor cuer: 

_ Yetthisagaine my comfort doth confound, 

| Hee's loſtto me, and I ſhall finde him neuer, 


Then weepe Muſe,heart,cyes,pen, lament and weepe 


My $®YC3 arc buried in crernall ſleepe, 
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Sonnet. $, 
mr —— E ——— 
YLeepe gentle Spirit in Eternall reſt, | 4 


Free from all hart tormenting ſorrow ſleepe: + 


"Whilſt I doe vent from my care crazed bref, + 
| hart-wondring ſighs that there their manſion keepe, 


” 
-' Andletmy Grones {rom ourthat Cauerne deepe, 


' With lamentations and cloud cracking thunder 


. 
: And letmine eyes an Innundation weepe, 


+ Letfighs,grones,tearcs,make all the world to won 


{ I meane my little 245crocoſmo world, 
* figh ores, grone thunder, weepeafloud of teares 


\ Through eury part of me, let griefe be hurld, £O 
* That whoſocuer my lamenting heares : * 


| | May moane (with me) the cauſe of this myDiery, 
' Or if yvormoane withme, vouchlafe to pitty, 
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Sonnet. 9. 


C Ince curſed fares haue farally decreed, 
To cofle and tumble harmles Innocence: »«» 


And all the crew of Hells Abbortiuve breed 


Hauc glutted Enuies mavy, by lawes defence, 


ſer God whoſc knowledge knowes the leafi oftcnctz 


Who all thinges ſees with his all-ſcarching eye; 


i > _ 


Jorth with his glorious great omnipotence, 


light wronged wrongs, and heares his ſeruants cry, 
is mercy's not immur'd within the sky, 


but freely he doth power it downe on earth : 


With affliRions fc orpe Mis ſonnes doth try, 


td when he pleaſes turnes their mone ro mirth, 


id though manliues in care, anddics it ſorrow, 


| keauy euening brings a ioyfull morrow; 
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VE: ; haſtthou Ruamnthis thy weary tace, 


ell haſt thou fought with Cathan hand ro hand: 


ſhaft won the Goale, and gaindrhe bleſſed Land, 
"* | | 


, 


"What's neicher imicred with time or place, 


' 


ace thou attendeſt onthe throne gf Grace, 


'S | iere Angells,and Archangells {weetly ſings 
A< | 


Ecernall praiſes to ch'crernall King, 


; 
of, 


14 a 
* x 


A nd ſce the Glorious brightnes ofis face. 
ll this (I doubx not) but thou well haſt don, 
a ofthy felſe (wich ſhaimcfull lnnepoluted) | 


but thy Redeemerhaththe'conquelt won, 


| 7 nd ynto theethe viRtori's lmpured. 
1 e paid che ſcore, and cahiceld all chy bands, 
And gave thee to his blefſed Fathers hands. 
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No» may you thecuing Poets filch and Reale, | 
Without conroulement breaking Priſc;ax; pate : 
For he that whilom could your cheftreveale, 
Your Critichs, and your H ppereritschs lace, 


Now may you cog and lic, and {weare andprate; 
And make your idle verſes lame and halt; 

| Forby the powre of Euiternall fate, 
He's gone that could and would cored eachfault, 
But you have greateſt cauſe ro moane his want, 
You lacradbeatuly Siſters (three zjmes thrice} 
Mc from.your Gardens, could all weeds ſupplant, 
And replane fruits and lowers of peereles pay; 
Ne kept (vnhroake)your Numbers, Tipes and Tro 

| ſpacey tetoendpbnges equly hogoy, 
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A $ Solos, to rich haples (refſus (aid, 

No man, is happy till his life doth end: 

The proofe in thee ſo plainly is difplaid, 

Ax if he thy Natiuity had end, 

What mortal! miſcrics, could miſcheife lend, 
Bur thou therein haſt had atreble ſhare + 

As if Calamities their powers ſhould bend, 

To make thy Corps a treaſure houſe of care. 

Yet fell Aducrfiry thou didſt ont-dare, 
Andyaliantly gainſt Rormes of woe reſted? 
Love ofthe world thy minde could not inſnare, 
Thou knewſ whereio the beſt of beſt conſiſted, 
Andgs olde Solon laid, ſol 2grce, 


Deach makes meo happy, a 23 ir hach Mans ines. E 
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N O Monumentall Trophe, vertuc needes, 4 | 
And good Reporta marble Tombe out-weares : 

Fame plaies the Harrold andproclaimes mens deeds, | 
Heeſ Trump's ſhrill ſound the ſpacious world heares.! 
And ſuch a vniuerſal! Tombe haſt thou, 

Borne on the tops of thouſand thouſand cong: : 


Thy living merrit doth tby tame allow, 
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A Monument for cuer, which belongs ner! on 
To none but ſuch as whilora was thy ſelfe, 
Who vid the world as if.hey vid it nocs 

' Anddid acknowledpe misbegorten pelſe, 

Muſt (like the gerters of it) Ruſt andror, 

And fuch aliuing Tombe :hy Corps inherit, 


& good Report, according to Po! mcrrit. 


oO Ago thee: 
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| | 7] Ad Ithe bo! of Homer Mare Noſe; * 
Or had Ithat Admnin'd ornated tile * | 
Of Petrarh, orths brave lralianToſ> & 
Icould not ouermnu ch thy. praiſe compile. x 
But 25 Iam (Alavand woethewhile) | 

A poore valearnedfilly Eimple ſwaine: 


At whoſe attempethe world with ſcorne will ſmile, 


And flour aiffth' vnſhapen jfſueof my braine. 
But duty bids me launch ioto this Maine, © - 

Though my performance be but weake of tore, 
Yct worthy migdes this goodnes doth retain, | 
Norto deſpiſe the ſervice of the poore, 5 


I lou'd himliuing, and iny loue to ſhow, _ 


My leaſt aa laſt poore loue I heere beſtow. + - 
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Sonnet. tf. | 7 = 
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18! Ad Itheskill of Homer Mare Naſe, ' 
Or had Ithat Admir'd ornatedfiile * 

| Of Pcrrarh;, orth brave TralianT > 

Icould not ouermuch thy.praiſe compile. c 
Burtas Tam ( Alas and woethe while) 

A poore valearned filly fi mple ſaine: 


Ar whoſe attemprthe world with ſcorne will ſmile, | 
And flour of th'unſhapen ſue of my braine. 
But duty bids me launch iato.this Maine, 
Though my performance be but weake of ſtore, 
Yct worthy migdes this goodnes doth retaine, 
Norto deſpiſe the ſervice of the poore. 

I ſou'd himliuing, and iny louc to ſhow, 


My leaf ani laſt poore loue I heere beſtow. 


